The Tr agedie 

All to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Ri. bofome 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter the Gbofi of L Haftings. 

Gho. Bloody and gui!tir,gu itiiy awake, 

And in a bloody battcil end thy dayes, 

Thinkeor. Lord Hidings, diTpaire and die. m 

To/?;. Quiet vntroubled foul e,a wake, a wake, 

Armc, fight and conquer for fair c Englands fake, > 

Enter the Ghcfls ofthetwoyong Princes. 

Gho. to K.R. Dreameon thy coufing fmoothred in the 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, (Tower 

And weigh thee downe to ruine, fhame and death, 

Thy Nephcwesfoules bid thee difpaireand die. 

To Ri. Slecpe Richmond (lecpe,in peace, and wake inioy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 

Liueand beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappicfcnnesdo bid thee flourifli. 

Enter the G'hofi of^ueene Anne his wife. 

Richard ,thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife? 

That neuer flepta quiet hourc with thee, 

Now filsthy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrow in the battaiie thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgeleircfword,difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule, fleepe thou a quicr fleepe, 
Dreamcoffucccflcand happy virSorie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghoft of Buckingham, 

The fir ft was /that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyrannie, 

0,in toe batteli thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltineire; 
Dr-amconjdreamconjofbloodydecds and death, 

Fainr/ng difpaire,difpairingyeeld thy breath. 

To Ri. I ay cd for hope ere I could lend thecaid, 

Bntcheare chy heart, and be thou not difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height ofali his pride; 

K. Rtchardftarteth out of a dreame. 

K.Ri. Giue meanother horfe,biod vp roy wounds? 

Haue mcrcic Ie(u : foft,I diu but dreame. 
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of Richard the third . 1 

Ocoward confciencc,how doeft thou afflidt me ? 

The lights burncblew,itisnotdead midnight : 

Cold fearefi ill drops ftandsoo ray trembling flcfli, 
What do ( fcare my fdfc i rhercs none clfe by, 

Richard ioues Richard, that is, lam I : 

Is there a murtberer here i no. Yes I am, 

Then flie,what from my fclfe ? great reafbn why. 

Left I reucnge.What my fclfe vpon myfelfc? 

Alackc I loue my fclfe,wherfore ? for any good 
That I my fclfe haue done vnto my feife i 
0 no: alas I rather hate my fclfe, 

Forhatefuil deeds committed by my fclfe : 

I am a villaine,yet I lye, I am not. 

Fooleof thy fclfe fpeake wclI,foolc do not flatter. 

My confidence hath a thoufand fcuerall tongues. 

And euery tongue brings in a fcuerall tale, 

Andeuery talc condemncs me for a villainc a 
Periurie,in the higheft degree, 

Murther,fterne murther,in thedyreft degree, 

Allfeuerall finnes,all vfdc in each degree. 

Throng all to the barre, crying all, guiltie,guiltie. 

Ilhill difpairc, there is no creature Ioues me. 

And if I die, no foule fliall pittic me: 

And wherefore fhould they ? fince that I my fclfe, 

Findem my fe!fc,no pittic to myfelfe. 

Methoughtthc foulcsofall that/murthred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
Tomortoivcs vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Ent er Rat cliff e. 

Rot. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is there f 
Rut Ratchftc ,my Lord,tis 1 1 the early village cockc. 
Hathtwifc done fa I u at ion to the tnorne, 

Your friendsare vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. OR3tchiFc,I haue dreanida fearefull dreame, 
What thinkft thcu,wilfour friends prcueall true J 
R at - N.i dou'or mv Lord. 

King. O Rircliffc,Ifeare,l fcare. 

Rft. Hay good n*y Lord,be not afraid of fhadowCS. 

i)ftk Paul ? (hadowes to night 


,1612 UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (JA 3713) OctaVO 


